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The most nauseous of all the reviews is one
in the Paternoster Magazine, written by someone
who knows him or knows about him, and de-
scribes in execrable taste his Hegira from social
distractions, and the contemplative life of
sequestered valley and breezy upland. It de-
scribes Chris as striding along with the wind in
Ms hair, or sitting in the fading sunset lost in
the rapture of memory.

Meanwhile our poor old coterie has now gone
hopelessly and finally to pieces. I dined with
Jane last night, who is like Eachel weeping for
her children. She has fallen so low that she i$
reduced to saying that we ought to be thankful
for our little space of sunlit sky.

" I'm afraid that means, dear lady, that you
are letting all your birds out of their pretty
cage/' I said.

"Like Miss Flite," said Gladys. "Let us
hope that they won't be pecked to death by
disrespectful sparrows/'

" Well, dear/' said Jane, " we who remain
faithful to the past and to Chris must be more
than ever to each other. I have been reading
Ms book, and we must try to be brave, and to
behave as he would have us behave."

" I don't think he would wish us to spend
our time in weeping over the past/' said Gladys.

" Dear Chris is so hopeful/' said Jane.   ff I